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GO, MY GARGOYLES ' 
GO AND 5>tM5// ALL 
THOSE WHO STAND 
IN OUR WAY' 




and ««*.* offt.-. 13 Wm I7ts Sum. Nn fori 36. N. r. fc>«« a awnd Ckw motor at Ir 
12 iniwi Sl.iQ. Co^noht. 1?SJ. by Unltr MMing Cotp, PrMMfcUSA 



■i. Com. Editorial 



^Tnt mystery of death has fascinated—aw rTft*o*iz£&-MA<NKtNDF*omT>eB£&HNtN4ofir1lmf~ 

if MANY HAVE ATTEMPTED TO SOLVE THE MYSTERY. . . AW SOME EVEN BEUEVEO THEY WERE CLEVEJt ENOUGH 
TO OVERCOME ANYDESTINY THEY REFUSED TO ACCEPT. SUCH mS HAWSOME LUCKY REYNOLDS, WHO BEUEVEO 
W WTHING EXCEPT HIS OWN ABILITY TO WREST FROM UFE WHATEVER ME WANTED . EVEN WHEN THE LAW 
QMJ6MT UP WITH HM, ENDINB HIS CRIMINAL CAREER BY IMPOSING THE DEATH PENALTY, REYNOLDS mS 
CERTAIN HE COULD OUTWIT EVEN THE BRAVE/ 




/'I'M NOT «AO, 1 TELL YOU/ I'VE HEARD 

EVtRYTHlNft THAT WENT ON SINCE YOU Put ME 
« THt «OX . IIT SOMCTnlNS KEPT ME FROM 
MCVJN3 Oft SPEAXWG.' NOW...1 CAN MOVE,' I CAN 
SPEAK' LET ME OUT/ 




. 7*f PiA'V 9i*Cf WACO* $EAM*6 THt PRISON 

f coffin and lucky s toor drove through the 

«WT WW W MTHTTK LAST RESTING PLRCE 

\ of those who Afrr t jorowh, uncareo -ro#, 
\ deserted. 



Hek the last shovelful of djrt was thrown 
on the mtw. unmarked crave of handsome 
lucky reynolds/ 




\f k NEW ARRIVAL "\ 

I HA5 JOINED US/ S 

A»E MUST GREET NIMy 



\As THE ClDCK FROM A DISTANT STEEPLE STRUCK 
\MfDHIOHT, REYNOLDS KAUZEO EXULTANTLY THAT ( t 

\mS FRANTIC EFFORTS TO FREE HJUSELT HAD \ STRAPPED ME INTO THE CMAJft BUT I MX0G UP MY | 

[ SUCC EEDED * j—*~W~^ — -^~v^— v-— w-\_ C MiND I WOULONT DiE.-AND W»€NI BCOANTDKMOW j 
\I TOLD T«M THEY COU'.ON'T KILL itr 7 EVMYThHH THAT WAS COINS ON AGAIN, THCTE tl 
NT KEEP* J \ 




As THE HALF-DECAYED CORPSE STEPPED TOWARD 
HM, LUCKY RECOILED IN UNBEUEVIN6 REVULSION. 



Panic swept over lucky as the strange 
horrors crowded closer. ..and he lashed out 
furiwslx. . 

'what KiND of LOUSY JOKE l»THIS_? 

OH MAYBE IT'B A TRAP/ THEY SENT ) 

BIS STEVt TO TVE DEATH HOUSE 

WHEN I WAS JUST A KID/ THE 

DEAD DONT COME BACK/ 




HAVEN'T YOU REALIZED THE TflUTM,^ 

TOU STUPID FOOL / DO YOU THINK 
YOU MANAGED TO LEAVE YOUR 
GRAVE ? YOU'RE ONE OF US / TH( 
RESTLESS, EASTHBOUND DEAO, 
WHOSE SOULS MUST REMAIN WITH j 
THEIR MOULDING BODES UNTIL 
SUMMONED 




TIME IS J 




THE GATES. ..IF I CAN MAKE THEM, 1 
>0KA1/ AND IT'S SETTING LIGHT? I HEARD THEM 

SAY SOMETHING ABOUT DAWN/ I'LL BET BT THE 
■ TIME IT'S LIGHT THEY HAVE TO QO BACK 
TO THEIR GRAVES/ 



HE FIRST FIN$ER OF DAWN SLID ACROSS THC 
SKY.. .THE STEEPLE CLOCK STRUCK FOUR AND THE \ 
EERIE PROTESTING CRY OF THE DEAD ECHOED 
THROUSH POTTER'S FIELD. . 




/I'M STILL HERE, LUCKY 
YOU'LL FIND THAT I'M MUCH' 
MORE REAL THAN YOU ARE/ 
DIFFERENT PEOPLE SEE MC 
IN DIFFERENT FORMS, CALL 
ME Bl DIFFERENT Hi 




At last Lucrr realizes next was no kace on 
EARTH FOR i 

'lT MUST «T 
■ THIS IS WHAT DEATH MEANT WHEN Y A STUNT/BUT 




AhD 50 IN DEATH HANDSOME LUCK* REYNOLDS 
LEARfCD THAT THERE ARE POWERS BEYOND ANYTwm 
Ft/NY MORTALS MAY CONTROL . . 




TRUE BUB .ftW 



In tor, while leading an expedition, into the 

MYSTERIOUS COUNTRY OF TIBET, A FRENCHMAN, JtAN 
ANDRE", DISCOVERED A HIDDEN TEMPLE THE NATIVE 
GUIDES WARNED ANDRE AGAINST ENTERING THIS FORBIDDEN 
SfW.Nl KNOWN AS THE TEMPLE OF THE EYM. ORAGQH, BUT 
ANDRE* TOOK NO HEED OF THE WARNING. HE ENTERED 
THE TEMPLE ALONE 




this qoloen cymbal- it's priceless/ 
there's as inscription on it . it sms , 
"to summon evil- strike me" 
a strange message probably w 

SOME SUPERSTITIOUS F0OI 



1 




I A.S ANDRE" TUPNED TO LEAVE, ME ACCIOENTALLi 
ISTRUCK THE CONS. 



COMING TO LIFE/ 




The terror- stricken explorer pled from 
tut temple with the resurrected beast 
at his heels . . . 



THE NATIVE GUIDES WATCHEO IN DUMBFOUNDED I - 

HORROR AS THEY SAW ANDRE, REACHING THE ENTRANCE OF THE Tl MPtE , 

BEING POUNCED UPON Bf A GRUESOME UNIDENTIFIABLE CREATURE. 





ThE TERRIFIED NATIVES RACED 
BACK TO CIVH.I2ATKN FOR 
HELP. WHEN THE RESCUE 
PARTY RETURNED TO THE 
TEMPLE, THEY ENTERED IT TO 
BEHOLD A HORRIBLE SCENE. 
THERE ON AN ALTAR WITH 
THE STATUE OF THE DRAGON 
OF EVIL TOWERING OVER IT, 
LAY THE DEAD, CLAWED 
BOOT OF JEAN ANORE HOW 
THE STATUE COULO COME 
TO LIFE TO COMMIT TH/S 
EERIE MURDER, STILL 
REMAINS A MYSTERY Bf 
THE ANNALS OF THE 
SUPERNATURAL 

m 





111 11. . 



t-'tik 



.and don't come back, 
cosmos/ i'll have your 
horror pieces sent 
-to your studio/ 




Thumdeh and lismtmins accompany tmt 
twisrco fisomf as ml makes mis way tmu 
dahkfhed alleys toward his studio . . . 

i .the public ..tk fools... what bo 
' know about true art ? all they want 
is pretty statues of curio and muscle' 
bound oreek gods / but there's also 
k beauty in ugliness... a beauty that 
shocks the body and soul / 




Cosmos slams ohm w door of his dismal studio 
aw greets mis e*orrsovt family of stome with 

I WORDS THAT iXMO THRU THE N9MT- SHROUDED ROOM 



EvtM DtFOMt THt ECHO OF COSMOS' 

voice Dies Amr . .a dmhjjaht flash 

t*RLOD€S M THf ROOM . 




NOW GRANT THESE X IT SHALL Bi 

HANDS THE POWER \ DONE / ANI 

TO TURN INTO STONE/ AFTER YOU" 

THAT THEY S REAPED YOUR 

TOUCH / ^^f REVENGE.,.1 



Amio claps of thwdeh and 

flashes of lightning, the devil 
simmons strange powers fnqm 
the depths of naoes to gnant 
cosmos his wish . 



IT'S DONE... T WEAR THEM 
BUT WHAT'RE I OR ELSE 
THE GLOVES/ EVEN THE 
FOR ? ^/FOOO YOU 

TOUCH WILL TURN 
TO STONE/ AND 
NOW I'LL LEAVE 
YOU., ENJOY YOUR 
SWEET REVENGE/ 





T*o* 



9 LATEX, COSMOS TAKES INVENTOHT. . . 



EIGHTEEN OF THEM ...ALL TH03E WHO WERE AT 

THE EXHIBITION THAT NIGHT/ I'VE TURNED THEM 

_ ALL INTO STONE.. .THEYfcE STATUES NOW/ HA'HAf 




AW 90 IT 13/ YOU'VE 
TURNED THE MANAGER 
TO STONE AND EVERY 
ONE OF THE PEOPLE 
RESPONSIBLE FOR YOUR 
SHAME/ WHO ELSE 
LEFT ? 



THE WHOLE WORLD / 

IF YOU RECALL, SATAN... 
I SWORE REVENGE ON 
THE MANAGER... AND ON 
THE PEOPLE... AND THE 
ENTIRE WORLD 



Like a snake, cosmos' 
hand sneaks out of 
his blove ahq strikes 
the victim . . . 



AHO THEN THERE'S 
SILENCE AS A STONE 
STATUE WATCHES 
COSMOS DEPART . . , 



Cosmos' iaughte* rvms mm mvn* as a por- 
tion Of HADES EXPLODES AND SPITS OUT TTC DEVK. . 





AND YOU WANT ME TO WAIT UNTIL YOU'VE TURNED 
EVERY PERSON IN THE WORLD TO STONE? NO, 
COSMOS. . .YOU'RE TRYING TO SE AS CLEVER AS 
THE DEVIL.. .BUT YOUR THICK WON'T WORK/ >* 
I'VE COME TO COLLECT.. .NOW / j ... ... ftiM? 

YOU'RE MINE.. .MINE/ 




As THE DEVIL SWOOPS OQWN TO SNATCH COSMOS IN 
HIS CLOAK OF FIRE, COSMOS' HANDS SQUIRM OUT OF 
THE SLOVES AND STAB AT SATAN. . , 



THE REST OF THE DEVIL'S FLEA NEVER REACHES 
COSMOS' EARS... FOR STONE STATUES CANNOT 
SPEAK. ..EVEN IF THEY ARE OF THE DEVIL . . . 



| DON'T DO IT/C03M03/7 CLEVER AS THE DEVIL.' HA/ I CHEATED HIM ' 

, STOP AND I'LL ^/\ OUT OF HIS DUES/ MY SOUL IS MY OWN NOW. 

AND MY HANDS STILL POSSESS THE 
^GREATEST POWEH ON EARTH. 




WHATEVER I TOUCH TURNS 
INTO STONE ...REMEMBER 
SATAN? 



AND IN THE DAYS THAT FOLLOW, COSMOS PUTS 
THA T POWER TV WORK FOR HIM. . . 



HA/ THEY ALL FALL FOR THAT "SHMtt" ROUTINE. . . 
AND THEY ALL TURN INTO STONE/ NOW TO PUT ON 
THESE GLOVES AND CLEAN OUT THE CASH REGISTER 




Cosmos boes from store to 
store turnius the clerks into 
statues and satherins up 

THEIR MONET... i 



'...AND NOW THAT 

YOU'RE SOLID ROCK, I'LL PUT 
ON MY SLOVES AND... HEY/ MY 
6 LOVES/ WHAT HAPPENED TO 
.THEM PILAID THEM RIGHT 





But cosmos' voice frightens 

THE RcMnTS AND THEY DIS- 
APPEAR INTO THEIR HOLE IN 
THE WAIL... I 



' I LL NEVER GET 

THEM NOW/ MY TOUCH HAS 
TURNED THE WALL INTO STONE f 
I'VE GOT TO BE CAREFUL ...EVERY- 
THING I TOUCH FROM NOW ON 
LL TURN INTO STONE/ 




f T*e loss of the gloves is a great ticw to 
cosmos/ mestaggers rack to his swoa. . . 

AMD WHEN HE GETS THE*? . 





Cosmos looks into the beautiful girl's eyes 
amd a stramge feeling makes his heart beat 
mTH A fury strange to him. ., for cosmos had 

MEYER SEEM IN LOVE BEFORE . 

YES, I'LL TEACH YOU. BUT T OH, THANK VOU / 
MOT FOR MONEY. IN RETURN 1 I UNDERSTAND 
ALL 1 WANT YOU TO 00 IS j ABOUT YOUR HANDS 
FEED ME. I— I NEVEB USE /THEY ARE THE 

MY HANDS FOR ANYTHING / HANCS OF A 6EMU3 
Y WORK / ^yAwi -AND YOU MUST TAKE 
— »-- - ^l\<S0OO CARE OF THEM. 



As THE WEEKS RASS, SO GOES COSMOS' 6L0CU 
OVER THE LOSS OF HtS GLOVES/ MAMMA FEEDS 

. ..NURTURES HIM . . .AMD COSMOS FALLS 
MERER A/C OEERER IN LOVE WITH HER . 

COSMOS f IT SAYS HERE THAT J 00 YOU REALLY, 
THERE IS 80IN0 TO BE AN J NANNA ? IF YOU 00.. 
INTERNATIONAL SCULPTORS'^l'LL ENTER A PIECE 
EXHIBITION TO FIND THE ^>. OF MY WORK.. . 
WORLD'S OREATEST SCULPTOR M A PUCK I'lL 
YOU MUST ENTER, COSMOS... / CREATE ESPECIALLY 




Cosmos sums to the floor, and aero*? he is 

ABLE TO CRAWL OUT OP THE mY... THE SiANTMON' 
STER Of STONE COMES CRASH/HO DOWN. . 




A F£* MINUTES LATER, THE MOVfNS MEN NANNA 
MAO CALLED ARRIVE TO PICK (A* Tf€ STATUE FOR 
THE EXHIBIT 




THE IMAEES OF COSMOS AND NANNA, tMMQRTAUEEO 
IN STONt, ASTOUND THE JUOSEt WITH fTS FLAWLESS 
PERFECTION f AND TD TWS DAY, ME SCULPTORS' 
SUIID IS WAITINE FOR THE SCULPTOR TO APPEAR 
NO CLAIM HIS REWARD FOR THE FINEST PIECE OF 
SCULPTURE EVER CREATED 




TBUEmESeftfi* 



#48 



WnEN SIR P*uL FOtetS, A WEALTHY NOBUMAN, INHERITED 
AN OLD ANCESTRAL CASTLE IN THE SCOTTISH HIGHLANDS, 
HE DID NOT REALIZE THE TERRIBLE CONSEQUENCES THAT 
WERE IN STONE FOR HIM. SM PAUL ENTERED INTO HIS 
NEW ROLE AS MASTER OF THE CASTLE WITH NELISN. HIS 

msr act urns to mo it or all its ancient 

FuRNISH/HSS. . , 



THAT UGLY PORTRAIT 
' MUST BE MY GREAT 
^ GREAT GRANDFATHER f. 

[IT'S GRUESOME/ 
r i(\. I'LL BURN IT/ 




Bl/T AS SIR RAUL REACHED 
fon THE PAINTING . 



1 VOW IF YOU \ I - 1 MUST BE 
TRY TO DESTROY^ GOING MAO/ I'LL 
MI, I WILL J BURN YOU M YOUR 
INFLICT A M OWN FIREPLACE / 

HORRIBLE 
DEATH 



Sat PAUL SEIZED THE PORTRAIT AND HURLED fT 
INTO THE FLAMES. BUT SUDDENLY . 



A* A HI.. 

ALIVE/— COMING/ 
OUT OF THE 
FLAMES - 




The next morning, the caretaken of the castle 
and his wife entered the room . 




Soon lucas vilmar would be wf of the laboratory stench and the grisly study of spiders' 

DEATH THROES. IN HIS BRASP WAS A SERUM TO COUNTER EVERY VENOM FATAL TO MAN. HE WOULD BE 
FAMOUS, RICH BEYOND HIS DREAMS, WHILE MARC RONSON, WHO SHARED HIS LAB, WOULD STILL BE 
SWEATING AWAY FUTILELY OVER HIS DULL FORMULAS. THERE WOULD BE NO QUESTION ABOUT WINNINS 
JOYCE AWAY FROM MARC HOW DID THE SAYIN6 CO.„*TO THE VICTOR BELONG THE SPOILS/'* YES, IT H 
A TIME TO GLOAT, 




A fte* turnins me lab upside 

DOWH, LUCAS WEN T HOME AND NA N' 
SACKED HIS APARTMENT FVTILELY... 



Lucas soushtreliefina torn 

WEEK END OF HEAVY pRlHKWG BUT 
WHEN HIS MIND CLEARED A8AIN .. . 



Newspaper headlines con~ 
firmed locas' suspicions - . . 



THEY BE NOT If 
THEYfeE NOT HERE/ 

Disappeared, man 
those years of tests. . 



IT MUST BE MARC ROr.SDH/ HE 
MUST HAVE STOLEN MY NOTES/HE 
VMS THE ONLY ONE WHO COULD 
PROFIT PROM MY WORK/ I'LL HEAT 
THE TRUTH OUT OF Mil 



THIS PROVES IT/ THE ROTTEN 

THIEF/ I'LL TEAR HIM APART/ 

I'LL MAKE HIM CONFESS THE 

ICOVERY BELONGS TO ME/ 




ROHSON MtS JUST ABOUT TO LEAVE THE LAB. 




With marc out of the mr, LUCAS 
FEl T JOYCE MOULD BE AN EASY 
CONQUEST 




E POLICE CAME WITHIN AN HOUR 



MARC WAS MY BEST FRIEND BUT 
HE WA5 GOING TOO FAR WITH SOME 
CRAZY EXPERIMENTS 

"SOME OF 
YOU SCIENTISTS 
DON'T KNOW WHERE 
TO STOP/ ANYHOW, 
NAR, YOU'RE 
N THE CLEAR/ 
BUT ST1 CK AROUND, 
WE MAY NEED 
YOU AGAIN/ 



Suddenly waves of nausea 
welled upas pain struck at 
lolas' vitals.. 



By UOFHINO LUCAS had I I've SPENT the whole day MIXING 
CAST OFF HIS fSCCTOOOY.. \ CHEMICALS WITHOUT ANY LUCK/ 

WILL 1 EVER FINO A SOLUTION ? 



IVlGHT BROUGHT THE FAMIUAR 
STABS OF PAIN AfC SUDDENLY . . 




THE LENS OF DEATH 



Amos Dowd came upon the crashed plane ad 
by himself. For days searching aircraft had cir- 
cled overhead without result, and it was left to 
Amos Dowd to find the ill-fated plane crossing 
from San Francisco to New York that had crashed 
Somewhere in the hills of Kentucky. 

He'd been coon-hunting that day, and his dog 
bid loped ahead. And as Amos went after him, 
cursing him for running off, he came to the 
clearing the crashed plane had made. 

"land a'mighry," Amos exclaimed. "Taint 
fcardly a purty sight.™ 

His glance took in the blackened debris of 
both plane and shrubbery, and then more care- 
fully it noted the strewn bodies of the ill-fated 
passengers. A sickening odor from the week-old 
dead came to his nostrils. 

"Cmon there," he called to his dog. "This 
ain't no 6ttin' place for the livin'." 

He turned then and started to walk away, but 
he hadn't gone more than ten steps when he stood 
still again. He turned around, scratched his head 
reflectively, and his pale yellow eyes surveyed 
•gain the scene before him. 

"Might be somcthin' worth takin'," he mut- 
tered. "Dead ain't got no use for valuables." 

He stood there a moment longer, undecided, 
and then he stepped gingerly up to the nearest 
corpse. It took Amos a moment or so to get his 
courage up to rifling the pockets of the dead, but 
then as his task took hold of* him, he worked 
faster and faster, breathing hard with his greed, 
uttering deep-throated grunts when he came up 
with a few bills, some coins. 

For the most part, tin. dead passengers yielded 
little money. Most of them carried travelers' 
checks, and this Amos knew would do him no 
good. He had almost completed his task when he 
spied the camera. It hung by its strap around the 
dead neck of an Oriental, probably someone trav- 
eling from Japan, and the moment Amos saw it, 
he knew it was something he wanted badly. 

But there was something about the Orit-nUt that 
filled Amos with tor. Hit corpse's eyes wcie 
opened, and they seemed to be fixed accusingly 
on Amos as he approached. For a moment there 
was an equal struggle m Amos between his de- 
sire for the camera and his fear of the dead. 
But finally his desire overcame him, and keeping 
bis eyes averted, Amos feverishly detached the 
camera from the leather strap, and once feeling 
it in his grasp, he turned and ran from the scene 
as though all the demons of hell were after him. 



"What you got there?" Martha demanded ai 
Amos approached. He'd neglected to hide the 
camera, and now it glinted shiny in the fading 
sun around their shack, "What you got there, 
Amos?'' she demanded again. "You didn't steal 
nothing, did you?" 

"Didn't steal anything," Amos answered belli- 
gerently. "I — I found it." 

Then you better give it back before you get 
us in trouble," Martha warned. 

"Ain't goin' to get anybody in trouble. The 
man this camera belonged to is dead Now hush 
up." 

They stood facing each other, measurmg each 
other, Amos not wanting to tell her the truth; 
Martha trying to plumb the muddied, secret 
depths behind Amos s pale yellow eyes, Aod then 
it came to her. 

"Amos," she said sharply. "You found that 
plane! You looted! You . . . stole from the 
dead!" Her voire had sunk to a fearful whisper. 
"Give it back, Amos," she said. "It's evil." 
"No," Amos said stubbornly. 

Even though Martha recognked the hopeless- 
ness of changing Amos's mind, she whispered 
twice again, "It's evil . . . evil . . ." And as 
though with her words, suddenly a murmuring 
set up among the trees and a sharp wind sprang 
up. And with a flash of lightning and a crack 
of thunder, a terrible rainstorm came, flooding 
the land around them, pouring from the skies all 
that evening and night, as though it would wash 
Amos Dowd from the face of the earth. 

But the next day dawned sunny and bright 
and warm, and Amos Dowd arose early. He was 
never one for work, preferring usually to sit on 
the steps of the geneta! store, his pale yellow 
eyes taking in the industry of others, every once 
in a while sucking noisily between the hollow 
spaces in his front teeth. So today, instead of 
strolling downtown for his usual activity, he pick- 
ed up his camera and went out into the ctusly 
countryside. 

He'd checked the camera and found that it was 
loaded. The dead nun had had a roll of film in 
it that looked as though it hadn't been used at all. 
So he was really in luck, and Amos strolled 
through the woods snapping at random the birds 
and the small animals that darted through the 
brush. 

"Just so's I get the hang of it," Amos mut- 
tered as he pressed the lever that took the pic- 
tures. 



By the end of the roll, Amos wis sure he could 
become a cameraman, maybe make money with 
the thing, liking pictures or people in town. He 
hurried into town now, and left the roil of him 
to be developed. And he could hardly wait till 
the next day to see the results of his efforts. 

When Amos Dowd hurried into the drugstore 
the next day to claim his pictures, Clem Haw- 
kins, the druggist, gave him a peculiar look. 

"What you aimin' to do, Amos?" he asked. 
"What kind of fool joke is tt, taking pictures 
like tbeseT" 

"Ain't no joke," Amos bridled. "Just give me 
the pictures without the bade talk." 

Amos grabbed the envelope and strode out of 
the store. As soon as he came to a corner where 
he had some privacy, he withdrew the pictures 
and stared at them. As he fingered each one in 
succession, fear, cold and chilling, rose in him. 
Foe they were all pictures of the dead Oriental 
from whom he had stolen the camera! But they 
were snapshots of the Oriental taken some time 
when he was alive. And here in them he wore, 
his ceremonial robes — presiding over some tem- 
ple or other. And the amazing thing was that 
they were exactly alike — except that in each 
one the dead man was a little larger in the 
photograph, and seemed to come a little closer, 
so that in the eighth one it was as though he 
were staring and smiling directly into Amos 
Dowd's eyes! 

But then Amos realized that the dead Oriental 
had probably had the pictures taken before his 
death. What had appeared to be an unused roll 
of film had very obviously already been used. 

"What a fool I was," Amos said aloud, "go- 
ing around snapping pictures without real film." 

Whtieupon he returned to the drugstore and 
purchased new film for his camera. 

This time, since he'd paid for the film, Amos 
was very careful about the pictures he took. Even 
Martha finally overcame her objections to the 
camera and let Amos take her picture. He didn't 
dare trust the delicate mechanism of the camera 
to her, and so, as yet, he could not have his pic- 
ture snapped. But Amos was happy taking pic- 
tures, and as soon as he'd finished the roll, he 
hurried to the drugstore to have them developed. 

But this time Clem Hawkins wouldn't even 
give him the courtesy of a greeting or pass the 
time of day. 

"That'll be a half dollar," Clem said and toss- 
ed the envelope across to Amos. His lips were 
pressed tight and he looked angry. 

"How'd they come out, Clem?" Amos asked 
eagerly. "Did you see them?" 

"I saw Ihem," Clem told him. "Now get outta 
here with your heathen nonsense. I don't want 
no part of it or you." 

At his words Amos knew without having to 
think it out, what he'd find in the developed pic- 



tures. And once outside, his suspicions were COft- 1 
firmed. Each picture again was of the Oriental — 
even though he'd bought the film and put it in 
the camera himself! Nowhere was there the pic- 
ture of his dog that he'd snapped, or of the 
house, or of Martha. Each picture was the Orien- 
tal, except that now, looking lifelike, he swung 
with both his hands a wicked- looking hemp tope 
with a loop in the middle. 

Now mingled with his fear, Amos Dowd felt 
outrage. Regardless of where he'd" gotten the cam- 
era, the film was his. He'd paid for it, and by 
rights he felt the pictures should be those he 
snapped. And when he thought of the money he'd 
wasted, his fear was watered down win his anger 
and determination to oust the Oriental from his 
camera once and for all. 

Amos Dowd purchased another roll of film, 
and that night he carefully taught Martha how 
to take pictures. He went over it until she was 
letter-perfect, and then he loaded the camera. To- 
morrow, she would snap his picture, and he would 
find out once and for all what was happening. 

That day broke with a peculiar ochre cast over 
the distant hills, the sun coming through banks of 
clouds in a muddy manner. But as soon as it was 
light enough, Amos Dowd was up. 

"I'll take my picture right there by that tree," 
he instructed his wife. "Now you snap the shut- 
ter when I tell you I'm ready." 

He walked outside then, and slicked back his 
hair and posed. And finally when he thought he'd 
struck just the pose he wanted, he called, "All 
right. Martha. I'm ready." 

Martha's hand clicked the fever, and then, 
just as she raised the ■ camera, she heard the 
choking .sound from Amos. Standing near the 
tree, he was in the grip of some awful convulsion. 

He could make no outcry, and even as she ran 
toward him, Amass face turned red, then purple 
from the lack of air. and then with another stran- 
gled outcry, he toppled motionless at her feet.* 

When the doctor came and examined Amos 
Dowd, it was obvious he'd been strangled. But 
how, no one could figure out. It was then Mar- 
tha remembered the camera that had dropped from 
her grasp at Amos's outcry. It was sitting in the 
tall grass, black and squat, and glinting in die 
sun like some huge bug. 

"It's evil!'' Martha screamed suddenly. "Amos 
stole it from the dead. He died when I took his 
picture. It killed him!" 

And a tittle while later. Clem Hawkins re- 
membered the strange pictures that Amos had had 
developed. So they took the roll of film from his 
camera, and when it was developed, they found 
the picture of Amos — and alongside him was a 
smiling Oriental who was pulling a rope tighter 
around Amos's throat. And all the other seven 
negatives were blank. The dead man had avenged 
himself. . , . 




SAM WATERS IS A 
VENTRILOQUIST ALL R1BHT 
...AND THE BEST I 
EVER HEARD/ 





I A.S THE SHOW WENT OH, THE 
I FABIANS GREW MORE PUZ2LE&. 

\ rue skull answered nte 

\ QUESTIONS WITH A WISDOM 

T SEEMED IMPOSSIBLE A 
■ JAN LUCE SAM COULD 
I POSSESS, AND THE FABIANS * 
j COULD NOT DETECT A MUSCLE 
j MOVING IN SAM'S THRQATOR 
I ANY CURTAINS BEHIND WHICH 

ANYONE ELSE COULD HIDE. 

THEIR TRAINED EYES COULD 
I NOT DETECT ANY ELECTRICAL 

EQUIPMENT, STRINGS OR 

HIDDEN CONTROL GADGETS. 



The effect on the audience 
was ama2in6. . . 

what it told me 13 true / 
how could that thins know 
what nobody else in the 
world knows/that's my 
peal name it called me 
— anoi haven't used 

my real name in years/ 



Tn£ FABIANS STAYED UNTIL THE 
PERFORMANCE WAS OVER AND 
EVERYONE NAD SOME. . . 



The FABIANS WERE SURE WATERS 

WAS LYftS .. BUT SUDDENLY THE 

SKULL'S MOUTH OPENED AGAIN 

AND THE STRANGE DEAD VOICE 

SPOKE . . . 




ZVf tAStdttS USTiNCO INCAtOUlOUSLf AS SAM 

aCSAN MIS STRANGE sroitr , . . 




PETE/ DiO-DIO YOU HEAR 
WHATITaAID/ITKNOWt/lT 
KNOWS YOU KILLED JCE. . AND 
fUTURO.- ANO THOSE OTHERS/ 
PETE*-- 




/whatever your same is, you plated your cards 
[too soon, maybe you thought you'd blackmail us 
1 ...BUT YOUR number was up from the time 
V I WAN TAKIN4 OUR CROWDS AWAY PROM US / 



W ABOUT TRY1N8 THIS TRICK SKULL OF YOURS ON 
SIZE, WISC OUT ? YOUR STUNTS DON'T SCARE 
:E'S NO SUCH THINS AS SUPER- 
POWERS... 




Us PETE BMOUSHr TUT SKULL OQWti ON SAM'S 
HEAD, THERE IMS A SUDDEN EXPLOSION AW 
TMt WHOLE TEMTE/UEO WITHFLAMES 

'TOO SAO, SAM. BUT YOU \ 
.LtNS TO TAKE A CHANCE 
FOR YOUR MOMENT OF FAME / 
L AND NOW YOU KNOW WHY 
t DuME REFUSED TO TELL YOU 
TYOUR FUTURE 
HELD/ 




THAT SHOWS HOW PHONY 
THE WHOLE THINO WAS/ 
THE SKULL MUST HAVE 
BEEN WIRED . . ANO 
WHEN I PICKED IT -P. 
IT CAUSED A SHORT 
CIRCUIT THAT MADE 
THAT EXPLOSI 



ABREAK/rVERYBOflV 
WILL FKSURE THE FIRE WAS 
AN ACCIDENT ANO HE SOT 
CAJOHTl* 

NOBODY WILL /rM SCAREO,' 
KNOW WE /PETE/THERES 
WERE j SOMETHINQ 
ERE V* FUNNY ABOUT 
OLE SET- 
iR MTHOUBWT 
I SAW A FACE IN 
THE MIDDLE OP 
THAT EXPLOSION— 
A STRANGE, 
DEVIL'S FACE/ 




That tumtr m rati* qwnteht . . 


YOU TOOL/ 

ate that 

MOW WILL Y 
HAVINB IT? 
US/ SET R 


WHY DID YOU ySOME DAY ^ 
40RRlBL£ THINS?) WE'LL USE 
)U EXPLAIN -XTH1S. JUST 
T WILL TRAP J LIKE WE*VE 
OOF IT/ ^T USED THAT 

' fc 11/ FUTURO* THAT 
k\\ WEMPTAFTERI 
B\\ §OT RID OF HIM/ 


IjjgPl 




'^f' 


1ft 


-A 1 




■X^S 







There coul o §e no oouanm rnr skull 's powers 
when. 



JT, 



DOUBT IF TOUR 



ACT WITH THE CRYSTAL WJ 
EVER AS SOOD AS I DID T, 
RITE... BUT YOU DON'T HAVE TO 
LEARN ANY NEW TRICKS TO 
USE MY SKULL BECAUSE I, 
TOUR OLD FRIEND FUTURO, 
AM THE VOICE OFOUME, w 
WW HAS ALL KKCWLEDSE 
', AT NY DISROSAL/ 




MYRT. .PETE/ WHY 00 YOU 
I THOUGHT YOU WERE 
IS TO AOO THE TALK'NS 
X TO TOUR ACT. . . 
JUSTASYOUADOID 
THE OTHER TRICKS 
TOU STOLE FROM 
THOSE YOU 




W-WHO ARE 
YOU? WHAT 

KIND OF 

TRICKERY IS 

THIS/ 




f WHEN THE TWO OF YOU DRUBBED FUTURQ^N 
THATNISHT BEFORE THE CARNIVAL LEFTYATE9- 
VILLE.THEN MURDERED HIM AND THREW HIS 
BODY INTO A RAVINE, HIS SOUL JOINED ALL 
THOSE OTHERS. . . BECAUSE THEY WHO 

I IMITATED ME ON EARTH.. 

^ME INTHEHEREAF 



SOMETIMES THE MASTER PERMITS 
HIS DICIPLES TO RETURN TO EARTH. 
WHEN I BESOED TO BE MAM THE 
W3TRUMENT OF YOUR DESTRUCTION, ' 

IT WAS 6RANTED . BUT MY EARTHLY 
BODY IN THE RAVINE HAD ROTTED 
HE SKULL HAD ROLLED 



IT WAS THIS 
SKULL AND THE 
M I HAD 
SRANTEO FUTURO 

I AT BAM 
ACCEPTED FROM 
ME/ NOW,FUTURO*B 
BOOY ALSO RETURNS 




ItLEAVEYOU ▼ OUTOFOURWAY, 
TOTHE MERCY 1 CREEP/ I-I'M NOT 
OF THOSE WHO/ AFRAID CFA RCTTWJ 



'ete ano nyrt rushed out 
into the dark and deserted 

CARNIVAL MtOWAr .. 

TOU REMEMBER 
ME, PETE. I'M 
BURIED THING Z. JO€, MYRT'S 

IF IT TOUCHEsVlRST HUSBAND 

ME.I'LLDiE/ rf THE MAN * MO 

TAUGHT YOU TO 

READ CARDS 

WHEN WE ALL 

STARTED OUT 

TOGETHER/ 




IF-IF I CAN'T 1 


YOU LEARNEO 


EVEN HIT IT, j 


ASTROLOOY FROM 


THEY CAN'T \ 


ME, TOO, BEFORE 


HURT US/ 


YOU LUREO ME TO 


THEY'RE \ 


THAT PREC 


PICE 


NOTHING BUT 


*V OVER THE FAU-Sf 


WRAITHS/ IT'S 






JUST 






ANOTHER j 






TRICK/^B 


ASTRO- "^ 
OH, NO_J 




K^^dJB^*! 






. -J? M 




"ffl 


''.hikk 


thr^lS&A 




Mm} 


m 




111 


u \ 


1 


Is;-..- 





VtTH THE SPECTRAL MAWS 
\REACHINSE0R THEM, UYRT AMD 
\PETE SUDDENLY CAME TO THE 

) INO Of THE ROAD/ ■ m 

" W 'T~ 7^-* PETE/ WE 

* TOOK THE WRONG 
PATH/ THERE 
USED TO BE A 
WALL HERE / 



The NEXT MORNINS THE 

POLICE ARRIVED AT 

THE CARNIVAL... 

I HAW A WARRANT FOR 
THE ARREST OF PETE 
AND MYRT FABIAN/WE'VE 
LEARNEO THEY WERE IN 
SAM WATERS' TENT BE- 
FORE THE FIRE.. -AND 
HIS BOOT SHOWS HE 
WAS KILLED BY A BLOW 
ON THE HEAD. 




IF YOU ARE ONE 1 
OF THOSE WHOSCOFF 
AT THE SUPERNATURAL 

STEN TO THE VOICE 
OFDUME..IF YOU ,. 
DARE.' IT MAY TELL * 
YOU THINOS YOU 
WOULD RATHER NOT 
HEAR/ PERHAPS < 
YOU WILL SEE ME 1 

THE NEKTCARW- 
I'LL BE , 

N 3 TO YOU// 




mmzmc DOUBlf ACTION mSSmn nur 

CONCEALS tt MEDICATES 



ACNI, TEEN AGE PIMPLES, 
SURFACE SKIN BLEMISHES 
and IRRITATIONS) 




leading 
SKIN 
SPECIALISTS 

RECOMMEND THIS 
DOUBLE TREATMENT 



SKIN DOCTOIS (TAT* THAT 
TO NtOtECT YOU* SKIN MAT 
MOIONO TOUI COMrHIXION 
TIOUI1I AND MAKI IT 
MOM DIFFICULI TO CUAJt UP 1 
M1AT MAT H MAAMFUl- 

MAM CQVfiOH AT ONCil 



HIDES PIMPUS ON LIGHT, AVMAGt t OAKK COMPUXIONS! 



i. otiiitLEsi. uit-orriMO 



SUflt, QUICK RtSULTS- WORKS UU MAGIC! 

SATISFACTION GUARANTEED Oft ■■■ ■ ilB j i— 1. M il 

DOUBtt YOU* MONIY BACK! lllHllll J tll J illtl IyiI.'|'..HI 
«»«"••»• itn&rit ;» iiuli .. b. ■■ ib- I ic gw »« pbmc»i to . w lOJ aci ■ 



s^ss^k i — 



SCOPE PRODUCTS CO., Depf 20J, I Orchard St., New York 2.N.Y. L.5jl2 



| a MW'MMr )•"«• u- "jj *w .• » I 



NEW STYLES DEMAND SMOOTH, FLAT TUMMY 




Amazing Nut French Undergarment 

Girdle Makes You Look Your 

Bett in Neu> Fashions 

i'-w before hat e fltih control q id r been dniqrutd figrt 

i,l'i -.11 moke yog leak rrjr» lately thin yog dreamed 
-bu> only H you -ear them properly. TUMMY -TRIM brine;! 

« the '"hi Imin popular priud 9 >dlt II latea ad- 



lorm-firting and re 


• eal.no,. But ttte 


liihiani el any leeian require a flat 


tmosfh lummy. 1 




bought a nav 


rwi, you'll bo 


eitounded n 0* 






-onde.- eft** 




TUMMY-TRIM 


Bui 9*1 dii appear! 


Tour tummy 41 


flattened and kale 




Healthy poutum 






tod mada more 




. TUMMY-TRIM 



CUSTOM HIDE FEATURES 



ladjwt able garter 
. Hn fl«lla<i« 




10 o*ti ran t 



YOU'LL LOOK TALLER J5 
ANO SLIMMER 



FREE TtlAl COUPON 

I The i. J. Wegnion Compaq. D. F ' T-IJI 



yaw Egyurf. SoiiJ lomtoH! letter. ■ ,,([ ,„„, ( „ ,,„ D i ,.!».., 

keeHMJ po.l.n! Etqehifriy wade! | *J M l*.. > 

TRIM -ill M«* ;»a»a» ,cur ( Q Je*f C.O.B. I -ill •« 

TW W eerre-ie-tll. **.-"« ■"«■•- *••*• ■»' 



